178                      SILENT IS THE VISTULA
crouched close to a wall, waiting for the fire to quiet down I could see shells staking my house and tearing down the walls of our former Red Cross station The immaculate flag Mrs Anleg had sewn for us from the *wo British parachutes ^as still flying over the ruins.
Then planes appeared I hugged the bricks strewn on rhe street, and buried my head in my arms My eyes were glued to the planes* "Good Lord/' I prayed, "Barbarka is in the house." They circled a few times, and then dived down. For a fraction of a second I closed my eyes, unable to stand the suspense QuicHy I looked again* A shower of white leaflets filled the air, gleaming in the sun. From all sides people emerged to pick them up
"ULTIMATUM*"** read the screaming headline in heavy type over the small leaflet "The Old Town has surrendered The Germans are not waging war on civilians Display your good judgment and sound reason, and surrender. Have no illusions: Yoa wiR not get any help. You are betrayed, as youVe been betrayed before. Leave your houses. Go westward The Germans will receive you weD, give you bread and work, and assure you of good care* fi you reject this offer now, the Germans will wait no BKHe and will proceed to destroy both the city and the population. No one Witt be saved "
Tlbe leaflet was signed by the "Polish Committee to Hdp the Refugees,* and it bore the round seal of the Polish Red Cross.
It was not the first time that the Germans had dropped on us leaflets calling for surrender, couched in terms either of entreaties or threats, and allegedly signed by some Polish <KganizatiDn* Ever since tie first days of the Uprising when they had broadcast a counterfeit order of General Bor, they tearoted our exhausted and despairing people with the deaa beds and good food at the Prusz-Kxm Camp, The latest ultimatum of September 3rd was by everybody with a shrug of the shoulders.